30                 SAILOR     ON     HORSEBACK

Ina Coolbrith saw the light in his eye as he walked down the
rows of books and ran his finger-tips lovingly across the
bindings. Before she came to his rescue he had stumbled
across and read such mature books as Smollett's Adventures
of Peregrine Pickle, and Wilkie Collins's The New Magdalen;
Miss Coolbrith soon learned that his greatest desire was for
books of adventure, of travel, of sea voyages and discoveries,
and she supplied him bountifully. She was a cultivated
woman, the poet laureate of California, and Jack came to
love her. Each day he tried to read all the volumes she had
given him so that he might see her again the next day when
he returned them.

The boy gorged himself on the books for which he had
been famished; he read in bed, at table, as he walked to and
from school, during recess while the other boys played.
Possessor of a volatile imagination and nervous system, his
feelings were molten and could easily be poured. He enjoyed
being able to soar to the heights in vicarious ecstasy, plung-
ing to the depths of despair when the characters with whom
he was identifying himself were unhappy or defeated. He
consumed so many books in so short a time that he developed
the jerks. To everybody he replied, " Go away; you make me
nervous." From the tales of old travels and romantic
voyages he gained the heady notion that Oakland was just
a place to start from, that the world and its exciting adven-
tures were awaiting him just as soon as he was able to escape.
John London was now out of work. The family moved to
poorer quarters on San Pablo Avenue near Twenty-Second
Street, Mammy Jenny lived not far away, and to her Jack
went constantly to tell his troubles and pleasures, to be fed
at her table, have his neck scrubbed and his hair combed at
her sink, and be sent out into the world again with a reassur-
ing pat on the shoulder. John London tried to find regular
employment, but there was nothing available and it became
the task of eleven-year-old Jack to furnish food for the
family. He got up while it was still dark to call for his
bundle of newspapers, which he delivered along a regular
route; after school he delivered another route. The job paid